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Hiraeth, they may ache, but it's not with Hiraeth, they may
break, but they can never break as mine is breaking!
"But listen	"   He dropped the iron chair he was tilting,
as he bowed himself towards them, and it was as if his whole
frame crumpled, wilted, and shrank. His features too lost their
nobility, lost their massiveness, lost their very shape, and be-
came decomposed like the face of a corpse. 'The wind from yr
Echwyd," he murmured in a far-off voice that seemed to come
through him rather than from him, "the wind that—made my
Uryen—has carried Uryen away. You women, you women,
you pare for none of these things! The Hiraeth of the mystery
doesn't touch you, never has touched you. It's your men and
your children and your play you want, not to break through,
not to—to—take Life by the hair of its head, and wring the
secret out of it!"
His last words were spoken so low as to be scarcely audible;
and after uttering them he was silent. The two girls, who were
now shamelessly clinging to each other in scared bewilderment,
noticed that the great drops of perspiration which had been
slowly forming across his forehead like bubbles of turpentine
oozing from a fir-trunk had taken to themselves, by reason
doubtless of the upleaping of the flames in the open stove, a
curious reddish tinge. But he turned away from them now and
moved towards the door.
Wizzie made a slight step forward with the feeling that she
must, she must help him, but Thuella pulled her back, and she
lacked the spirit to break away.
But all the human life appeared to have gone out of Enoch
Quirm. He seemed to grope with his hands, as a beast might do
who was standing on his hind legs. He seemed also, in some
manner that was shocking to see, to be pawing with his feet, as
his great slippers scraped along the floor. This trouble with his
slippers was understandable enough as he had long since trod-
den down their heels and it was hard for him under normal
conditions to keep them on; but Wizzie had the sharpest stab
she was destined to know that night when she saw him go out
in this manner.
But the strange thing was the depth of the anger she still
felt against him for refusing to respond to her devotion except
by this crazy dragging in of "Thel." With this anger^she killed
her pity. She felt as if his very madness were something he de~

